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possible that he may have grown at length weary of my
little joke, but he Invariably received It with a smile,
thus proving his consistent humanity towards his kind.
But, after all, he too liked that story of his, of four men
in a very small boat, which by the deep         simple

humanity of presentation seems somehow to Illustrate
the essentials of life Itself, like a symbolic tale. It
opens with a phrase that anybody could have uttered,
but which, in relation to what is to follow, acquires
the poignancy of a meaning almost universal* Once,
much later In our acquaintance, I made use of it to Mm*
He came on a flying visit to Pent Farm where we
were Hving then. I noticed that he looked harassed.
I, too, was feeling for the moment as If things were
getting too much for me. lie lay on the couch and I sat
on a chair opposite. After a longish silence, in which
we both could have felt how uncertain was the Issue of
life envisaged as a deadly adventure In which we were
both engaged like two men trying to keep^ afloat In a
small boat, I said suddenly across the width of the
mantelpiece:

"None of them knew the colour of the sky.**
He raised himself sharply. The words had struck
him as familiar* though I believe he failed to place them
at first. "Don't you know that quotation?" I asked.
(These words form the opening sentence of^ his tale^
The startled expression passed off Ms face, "Oh, yes,"
he said quietly, and lay down again. Truth to say, It
was a time when neither he nor I had the leisure to look
up idly at the sky. The waves just then were too
"barbarously abrupt."

I do not mean to say that it was always so. Now
and then we were permitted to snatch a glance at the
colour of the sky. But it Is a fact that In the history
of our essentially tmdemonstrative friendship (which is